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The Art of Sedation 


Author's Notes: 
Look! | wrote un-qotsa-influenced Zico! THE END TIMES ARE UPON US! 


Long awake to what he was sure could only have been the end of the world The floor beneath the bed shook, 
dust stirring from between the boards as someone shouted and yelled A thunderous crash accompanied the 


anguished hollering, Tollowea snor e comparatively melodic shattering ot glass. 
guished hollering, followed shortly by the comparatively melodic shattering of gl 


He sighed, sitting up and de-tangling the swathes of limp, black hair from his face, swung his legs over the 
side of the bed. 


"Noooo.." the feeble cry of his bed-mate sounded from the other side of the mattress. Ollie reached out, 
grabbed Long's wrist and tugged him back down. Long snorted, prying his fingers away one by one. 


"Hey..’sgoing on?" Ollie muttered, lifting handfuls of dark curls from in front of his eyes, almost as if he were 
drawing back a curtain. Long shrugged, taking a pair of sweatpants from where they'd come to rest on the 


headboard. 


"Armageddon," he replied simply, pushing Ollie's hair back over his face. He took advantage of the momentary 


distraction to move out of arm's reach, standing and cracking his back with a dull, muted click. 


Ollie waved from somewhere beneath his pile of blankets, muttering some obscenity as his own personal space 
heater made its way down the stairs. Long ignored him, used to the pathetic cries and protestations he'd faced 


before for even the most innocent of departures. 


He padded from stair to stair, brushing his hand through his hair and tugging gently in an attempt to wake 
himself. They'd left Chris to his own devices some point after four in the morning. There was no telling what 


he was about to walk in on. 


"Mate?" he called gently, tilting his head and peering around the corner. Nothing darted out at him from the 


shadows of the lounge, no fragile object shattered somewhere near his head. Long tried again 
"Chris? You all right?" 


The second prod received a reaction A plate, still stained with canned marinara sauce, came hurtling towards 


the wall and shattered with such force that Long nodded, impressed. 


"Your aim's off, there, Chris." he replied, waiting for any sort of verbal response before venturing forward. He 
made his way closer to the source of the disturbance, coming around into the lounge and letting out a low, 


exasperated whistle. 
'| see you've been busy, while everyone else in London sleeps." 


Busy was an understatement. The room was trashed, almost completely, and the floor looked like it had seen 
previous employment as an ill-fated meth lab. Broken bottles, lightbulbs and plates were strewn from couch to 
couch. The innards of what Long assumed to be their longest surviving and only potted plant had been hurled 
into a corner. In the opposite corner, and in equally pathetic state, was the tangled, skeletal remains of a guitar. 
Strings arched out from the snapped neck like broken ribs and the body lay several feet away, scratched and 
dented beyond repair. 


Chris emerged from the kitchen, thin arms wrapped around his torso. He shrugged, giving the appearance of a 


half-frozen junkie, and jerked his head towards the bass. 


"Wouldn't work," he growled, offering the only explanation he assumed Long would need. Long hesitated, deciding 
against bringing up the point that no guitar in the history of instruments with strings ever just ‘wouldn't 
work’. There had to be something wrong with it, something fixable, but the words seemed somewhat wasted 


now. 


"| see," he replied instead, taking a moment to do the usual Chris tantrum check. Television looked to be in good 


rick The stereo was in one piece, cds and speakers in immaculate condition. He tilted his head, glancing past 
Chris, and noted with no small relief that the microwave had also escaped the onslaught. Business as usual, 


then. 


He motioned Chris into the lounge, taking a blanket from one couch and sweeping the broken glass and china 


into a corner. He folded his arms over his bare, pale chest, eyebrow arched in an expression not unfamiliar to 


Chris. 
"What was it this time?" 


The words produced the expected reaction, and Long took a generous step back Chris's eyes darkened and his 
expression shifted noticeably. He leaned forward, raised an accusing finger, and swept it in a broad circle 


around the room. 


"What the fuck do you mean, what was it this time?" he roared. Long rolled his eyes and glanced at the wall, 
silently thanking the creators of soundproof cinderblocks and the oblivious peace of their neighbours. Chris 
continued, undeterred by the pitch of his voice. 


‘I've been down here, all fucking night, all fucking day, trying to get this one fucking hook to work. And you 
know what, Paul? You want to take a good fucking guess at just what is happening?" 


Long hesitated. Between the constant air-jabbing of Chris's right index finger, and the stony use of his given 


name, he wasn't sure he wanted to know. 


"Is not working! Thats what's happening! Jack-fucking-squat!" Chris spat, taking Long's hesitance in answering 
as a sign to continue. He swore loudly, turned and kicked over a footstool, watching with a certain amount of 


stroppy-artist-satisfaction as it toppled into a formerly freestanding lamp. 


"Please stop breaking things..we're not millionaires yet." he offered, spreading his slim-fingered hands in the air 
before him. Chris glared daggers, closed in, finger-jabbing reaching critical speed. 


"And we're not going to be! You know why, huh? You know fucking why? Because | can't write a bloody song to 
save my god-damned life! Just.just fucking go on without me. Both of you. Go and join some fucking indie band, 
you'll do better off with out me...” 


It had been at this point during previous explosions that Long had lost the plot with Chris, shunning tolerance in 
favor of good old fashioned physical sedation. This encounter was no different. He jerked forward, catching 
Chris by the throat and drawing him closer, using the advantage of his height to glare daggers of his own 
down at Chris's shocked face. 


"What have | said, Chris, about saying shit like that?" he began, his voice never once losing the cool, collected 
tone he'd found preferable when dealing with his bandmates. He arched an eyebrow, and Chris struggled by 
way of reply. 


"IFs stupid. And childish. It upsets Ollie, which makes him angry, which gives me a headache, which makes me 
angry. You want me to get angry, Chris?" 


Chris's opinion on Long's emotional state took a sharp turn to the left as he swung one leg forward, kicking him 
firmly in the shins. Long winced, silently thankful for Chris's lack of footwear, before spinning him around and 


slamming him face first into the wall. 


Chris's lip split as he hit the whitewashed stone, whimpering and pulling back just enough to see a smear of 
red against the faded white. His eyes widened and he felt Long's forearm come down against the back of his 
neck, pushing his cheek against the wet stripe of red. 


"Why do you do this to yourself?" Long asked, holding him as if he were scruffing an angry dog, subduing him 
until the anger faded. Chris jerked to the side, trying in vain to free himself. Long growled, once, and the low 
rumble was enough to still his struggling captive. It wasn't often that Long showed any sort of anger and 
impatience, but when he did... 


"| don't fucking know." Chris shot back, his eyes veined red from anger and frustration. "You know me.just 


wonder why you keep me around..." 


Long sighed, leaned forward and replaced the calming weight of his arm with that of his entire body. He leaned 
against Chris, pressing him into the wall, bowed his head and whispered against the curve of his ear. 


"There's too many answers to that." 


Chris snorted, hanging his head as much as possible. Long could spout off as many sweet, tender answers as 
he wanted, Chris's state of mind was set. It was of his own opinion that even he was allowed a tortured artist 
moment, every now and then. Of course, the lips pressed flush against the skin just behind his ear were a rice 


change. 


He jumped a litte, startled by the tender touch, warm in contrast to the cool wall pressed against his face. He 
sighed, thoughts of struggle and resistance flickering through his mind. He opened his mouth to protest, angry 
at having been so easily tamed, before finding himself with quite the mouthful. 


Long had lifted one arm, sliding his wrist around Chris's throat and lifting his hand. Two, then three calloused 
fingers found their way over his lips and into his mouth, pressing against his tongue and gently probing 
further. They backed off as he gagged, but Chris felt the distinct pressure of Long moving in behind him. 


"Don't think I'll ever get sick of hearing that," he muttered, pushing his fingers gently further, punctuating his 
point with another deep, coughing gag from Chris. Long smiled, biting the back of one earlobe and dropping his 
free hand, pressing his palm flush against the front of Chris's left hip. 


"Nngh," Chris replied, rolling his eyes at his own eloquence. He bit weakly at Long's knuckles, frustrated by how 


easily he'd been soothed. The slow calm that washed over him as he started to slowly, gingerly suck on the 
slender fingers rid him of the last of his anger. 


Long's hand crept to the side in a way that only obscenely gangling limbs could do, fingers seeking out the hem 
of Chris's sweatpants. They dropped with a faint whoosh, inviting the cold air to pinch and tease at his legs. His 
prick twitched slightly, jerking as Long's fingers dipped down. 


‘Sometimes | wonder if you don't pitch these fits as a means to an end." Long whispered, his face buried close 
against the back of Chris's neck. Chris shrugged in response, still sucking hungrily at Long's fingers, reluctant 
to let them go almost out of fear that the helpless frustration would return. 


"You know," Long continued, his palm pressed firmly against the underside of Chris's cock, stroking slowly. 
"You've never actually asked me for this. It's always just a way to get you to calm down...” 


Chris shrugged, grazing his teeth across Long's knuckles in something almost akin to warning. Long returned the 
shrug, letting the conversation drop as his hand pulled away. Chris whined his protest, bucking his hips and 
laying his forehead against the wall. 


"Hard to argue with me when you've got your mouth full, huh?" Long laughed softly, wincing at the sharp 
indentation of teeth now gracing his index finger. He lifted his left hand to his own mouth, licking at his fingers 


and dropping them once more. 


Chris closed his eyes, letting himself sink into the exhausted sort of headspace he'd come to think of as the 
post-hissy-lull. It was tiring, pitching such epic screaming fits, but the majority of them these days had ended 


in the sort of comfort he'd never turn down. 


He arched his back as Long pressed forward with one finger, gasped and opened his eyes wide. It was 
something he'd never get used to, a necessary evil with a reward greater than the sacrifice and minimal 


amount of pain. He whimpered around his mouthful, nodding for Long to continue. 


Another finger was added, careful and slow, stretching with a practiced grace that added to Chris's comfort 
and calm. He sighed, letting his head drop back and shifting slightly, spreading his legs. He licked and nibbled at 
Long's fingers, moaning a hint of frustration as they pulled away only to press back in, deeper, scratching at 


the roof of his mouth. 


They began to draw out slowly, pressing in, mimicking the two that gently probed at his ass. He whimpered, 
biting down as Long struck over a small bundle of nerves, the first sign that things were about to get much 


more intense. 


Long moved away momentarily, removing his own cloth pants and spitting at his palm, adding what meager 
lubricant he could provide. When he moved forward, Chris was ready, his arms held high against the wall and 
his back arched, swollen lips parted impatiently. Long laughed, catching him by the jaw and feeding two slim 
fingers over his lips, holding his prick with one hand and growling against Chris's ear. 


"Move back." 


Chris nodded, screwing his eyes shut and setting his jaw. He pushed back, slowly at first, willing himself to 
stretch and adjust before any amount of pain took hold. He gasped, blinking away the colorful spots that 


appeared on the wall, before Long took over. 


He swung his hips forward, brutally finishing the job that Chris had so gently began, shoving him into the wall 
with no little thud. Chris yelped, choking the cry out from around Long's fingers, slowly grinding his hips back in 


an unmistakable plea for more. 


His begging was greeted by a sharp slap of palm against hip, Long's fingers digging into the curve of his hip 
and holding him still. Slowly, Long started to move, pushing in and pulling out, pressing forward and drawing 
back, settling into a pleasantly familiar rhythm. He kicked at Chris's ankles, forcing them apart just a little 
more, bringing him closer and holding him around the waist with one hand, the other still pressed firmly to his 


Jaw. 


He fucked him slowly, letting the pressure build and then backing off, changing pitch and angle until he felt 
teeth clench against his knuckles. He laughed, kissing the back of Chris's neck and adding a little momentum, 
grinding down and forward, changing the angle just enough that Chris very nearly swallowed two of the three 


fingers currently on offer. 


"Come on, love," Long whispered, hips slamming forward at a now-alarming rate, shoving him into the wall over 
and over. Chris whimpered and gasped, nodded and closed his eyes, let his head fall back against Long's shoulder 
and the wet, warm fingers drag down over his throat. He paused, every muscle in his back and legs tight, 
looked up at the ceiling and felt Long's fingers close around his throat just moments before it all became 


rather blurry. 


He jerked forward, caught by Long's ready arms, holding him still as he came. Long quickly followed suit, 
pushing forward with such sudden violence that Chris was momentarily crushed, lost in his own heavy, 


drowning satisfaction 


Together they slumped, rested against the wall they'd both become so intimate with until Long decided that a 
more horizontal surface was in order. He gently pulled back, retrieving his own pants and Chris's, gently guiding 


his sated, stumbling bandmate to the couch. 


“There, now," he whispered, drawing a blanket up over Chris and tucking it across his chest, leaning over and 
kissing him. His lips were split and swollen, red from the fingers that had made such a sweet mouth their own. 


Long smiled. 


"Take a moment down here, okay? Nap. Rest. Whatever. Come up to bed when you're ready, and get a good 


sleep..you've got one bastard of a mess to clean up tomorrow." 


Chris grinned, blissful in his exhausted state, feebly wiggling his fingers and closing his eyes. Long turned to 
leave, before finding himself caught suddenly by one hand on the waistband on his pants. 


"Snot all you keep me around for, is it?" Chris asked, one eye barely cracked open. Long snorted, shook his 


head, gently tangled his damp fingers in Chris's hair. 

"Nah. | thought its what you keep me around for, actually." 

Chris laughed, shrugged and closed his eyes once more, settled down into the soft couch. 
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Long returned to the bedroom, somewhat more weary than he had been a good fifteen minutes before. He was 
greeted by quite a sight, as Ollie winked at him from where he lay on the bed, fairly naked. He licked his 


fingers and grinned, motioning to the wad of tissues set just below Long's pillow. 


"Left you a present," he grinned, rolling over onto his stomach and wiggling his bare ass just enough to earn a 


brief smile. "It was inspired by your conflict resolution tactics..." 


Long rolled his eyes, removed the ball of paper and slid into the bed, lifting his arm for Ollie to drape himself 


across his chest. 

"Next time, you calm him down," he muttered, closing his eyes and tilting his head back, sighing with no little 
content at the warmth and comfort of the bed Ollie grinned wolfishly, lifted his head to kiss at the underside 
of Long's jaw. 

itll be my turn anyway. Does this mean | get to wind him up?" 

Long snorted, delivering a short, sharp smack to the back of Ollie's head. 


"No," he replied, turning slightly towards the door as Chris's footsteps on the stairs echoed closer. 


"| don't think | can calm the both of you down, and then have the energy to stand the next day." 
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